26                                      MEANWHILE
Now Colonel Bullace was of that variety of Englishman which
believes as an article of faith that the Union Jack has ' braved a
thousand years the battle and the breeze' since 1800. If anyone
had told him that the stars and stripes was the older of the two
flags he would have become homicidal. A steamship Empire!
What of Nelson and our wooden walls? What of John Company?
What of Raleigh? What of Agincourt? He had a momentary
impulse to rise up and kill Mr. Sempack, but he was calling his
hand, a rather difficult hand, just then and one must put first
things first.
And while Mr. Sempack made respect for any established
powerful thing seem the delusion of children still too immature to
realise the reality of change, at the same time he brought the idea
of the strangest and boldest innovations in the ways of human life
within the range of immediately practicable things. In the past
our kind had been hustled along by change: now it was being
given the power to make its own changes. He did not preach the
coming of the Great Age; he assumed it. He put it upon the
sceptic to show why it should not arrive. He treated the advance-
ment and extension of science as inevitable. As yet so few people
do that. Science might be delayed in its progress or accelerated,
but how could its process stop? And how could the fluctuating
extravagances of human folly resist for ever the steady drive
towards the realisations of that ever growing and ever strengthen-
ing body of elucidation? There was none of the prophetic
visionary about the ungainly Mr. Sempack as he sat deep and
low on the sofa. He made the others seem visionaries. Simply he
asked them all to be reasonable.
For a time the talk had dealt with various main aspects of this
Millennium which Mr. Sempack spoke of so serenely, as a
probable and perhaps inevitable achievement for our distressed
and confused species. He displayed a large and at times an almost
exasperating patience. It was only yesterday, so to speak, that
the idea of mankind controlling its own destiny had entered
human thought. Were there Utopias before the days of Plato?
Mr. Sempack did not know of any. And the idea of wilful and
creative change was still a strange and inassimilable idea to
most people. There were plenty of people who were no more
capable of such an idea than a rabbit. His large grey eye had
rested for a moment on Colonel Bullace and drifted pensively to
the Mathisons.